
THE PKOPHeT.
i' ready, "and I showed him about

wa will have a cozy little time to-
gether."

But Mrs. Lane could not answer. a
Honest Old Abe and he Just wouldn't DOCTORgive in."

tne grocery ooy came for his order. He
had no sooner gone than the telephone

"George Washington never told a
lie," said Frank defiantly," and Lincolnrang. Mrs. Lane answered it. A8 she

passed her husband, he patted her
aiai"

"He didn't!"nana, lie was getting quite spoony on "Show me, wherei it says, he didn'twp or a good breakfast.... men. You can't." tauntinelv.

ADVISED

OPERATION
This had been too rapid for Mr. Lanemi. L,ane aid not notice the firstpart of the conversation, but the last to follow.

W h?.' wh"n th weather wi tlno,
W ii.f !J.nl"fht wa8 uhbllriK and spurKllnir llks wine,
And thi le" were M bright a the dreaming! of boy

7?y. med to be withWiTni. running over joys,
d.,?1Jl!!t I1 ths Bky a"'1 drink In the tresli air

"vi ?f dlf,trl"8t and le moved to declare:
I i,2,y thlnk lt,s Spring, but tir winter ain't quit!ye we pay for this flno weather yt!"
An! ?i"orir. 9r0Kff' w,,(n tllP Autumn wng long

m ."raH tarried late and the open brook's Hong
i?n .umlTr. Was J and the hig yellow moon
Mmie the fields nenr an light ns thr nun did at noon,vnen the earth was adame with its yellow and red,would look with distrust and a shako of his head:it aln t human natur this here kind of thing!
1 bet ye we ketch It nex' Winter, by Jlng!"
OM Ellery Gregg, when the winds whistled keen,
when the snow lay knee deep all the fences between,
when the boards creaked and snapped In the walk down the street,
when the wires sang with frost and the limbs hung with sleet,
would tramp down the street with n challenge so grim
In his eyes as thoupli this had been ordered for him:"I tol' ye, by gum, that th' Winter nln't quit;
I tol' yc we d pay for that tine weather ylt!"

J. W. JfOI-K- In the New York Times'.

pan came out distinctly. atop, boys, this is all aonsense.
.a homentth r :,;n' Mr-i!-

?

whv io , ' I ... '" Vau'ul. uuur8e- - ror 11 ne ndn't been:f;u:" rL . .. tne ather ot hl" country, Lincoln CuredbyLydiaRPinkham's- -- " x.wa HQ 11 11M 1 1' M I nova t hn I Tirni11 1 . .i.uo ucvei uave oeen president.
t "h..thi! oracular remark Mr. Lane Vegetable Compound

thinV fVn ' " V1 inere 18 one look the d0WI stairs, and settleddrives me frantic it t thom in it-- jhavn mon o.. ... tu ,.: i. . i 1" v.-- 10 Biuuy tneir Galena, Kans. "A lastMarch I fell, and a few davf after
. " " mivuuu iu liib Kimnpn no r i niarnrv laaan n i . .

sicb!' " I " coouU lur iviujiuay, wnicn pun
ishment he thouglTt was eminentlv fit.Yes" answered Mrs. Lane. nnnn. .1

tnero was soreness in my right side.In a short time a bunch came and itbothered me so much at night I could
ung.

commiiteaiy. "Now," said Mr. Lane. "I will n'Oh, I see, he's right Whpro Via .on m not sleep. It keptme aisnes.ff Mr. Lane Stays at Meanwhile, Mrs. Lane had looked nr
hear. All right, good by."

Mrs. Lane hune ud the ronoiva o, 1r$me rack of dishes. It was a sight-Plates- ,

cups, saucers, glasses, tin dish
looked lubioualy at her husband. He
wa reaqing the paper and did not es, all piled In with knives and fork

Home Saturday Morning
He Had the Grip, But Was Better Later in the Day

seem w see ner. There were no mm- - sucKing out of little crevices here and

Kiowing larger and
by fall it was as
large as a hen's egg.
I could not go to
bod without a hot
water bottle applied
to that side. I had
one of the best doc-
tors In Kansas and
he told my husband
that I would have to
be operated on as it
was something HIta

caresses. The silence was so profound
in the dining room that one could hear

mere, ana the spider handle poking
ii.ocji uui ai me ton or them all'ujb ciuck uck. Finally Mr. Tjiha oq,i

-- 1 .i.. ... Whereat Mrs. Lane concluded that thespider was buried somewhere under- -
auiupuy, i never did like that iu-- aBy Mrs. J. W. PHELPS.
bessions. Disagreeable woman. Thinksshe knows it all."

neatn. No wonder it had taken Mr
Lane to wash those dishes forbo longAbout 9 ovwu m- - t r""" a tumor caused by a rupture. I wrrt.- - " Ataiif. w h ii i tin m no tvinot iav.m i , . .

know if his if waa ".:r: r r -- U3t.imv.e Beni consiaerable time to you for advice and vou told me. nntii mo iiuL lii I I mi " :i a r i in rionninn. j. . ."uw 10 Pul ever' identical9.30 he InmHrnH oot j .7
"a w uiuau. n.i ill mi i nion a. a ...

o'clock he camp ' Tu" v""' aa 10 06 wased In the
to get discouraged but to take Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.
I did take it and soon the lump in my
side broke and raised awav." ATra

Wno a,a aucnen. racu Derore rinsing.

Saturday morning, Mr. Lane observ-
ed to his' wife, before he got up.that he
believed he'd stay at home. Only half
a day, anyhow, and there was nothing
special. He would 'phone down and it
would be all right.

This was so unusual that Mrs. Lane
was alarmed at once.

morn,7; LTL " ? ? I ,Mrs- - Lane k- -w that only the one

alias a handkerchief, going up to Fred-
dy's nose.

He shuddered as he thought of his
immaculate linen squares. "Put it out
of sight, this instant," he broke out,
pointing to the offendingarticle. "Don't
let me see such a disgusting sight
again at the table. It's enough to
make a man sick when he is half sick

un- -"' it wno pacKea those dishes up could:Ltif?!'n.,l.ef he ben, pack them with any safety. So

It. R. IIuey, 713 Mineral Ave., Galena,
Kans.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Pom.isea the rack of all kinds of dishes
n nai nnaKnii 1 a pound, made from roots and herbs,

has proved to be the most successful"Don't you feel well?" she inquired. much prospect of that quiet tete-a-t- e with tie" lSe7 in tin h' Tg remedy for curine the worst forms nfs wire m the nn,-,- , it,.)m it.
-

. . ",,cii"Well, no, can't say I do. Ache all -- ""j ""6 mum. mose aisnes in that delightful aibaking day. todav. inhn 0,i r,t, u..t.over, and feci rather feverish. Guess female ills, including displacements,
inflammation, fibroid tumors, irregu-
larities, periodic Rains, backache, hear.

then you know 1 Mn( ' "
.
"."' euiues Irom aoiag theI'm threatened with the grip. The ot!i

inc rlnh l"c 1 imy
t llini Ining at the rit" time.yesieraay." nv h ttmo u ... . ..er fellows in the office have all had it,

so that it was only a question of time
ing-dow- n feeling, flatulency, indiges-tio- n,

and nervous prostration. It, onntaAS f wnmrn nrnM r,f ... ' . . 7 " " """"6", xi Ul.i- -

... " """"r ""l cl e"un coverea that he was nrettv wet. havincnlnKoof my getting it, anyhow. I guess I'll bomenow washed his shirtsleeves andbe careful, stay in until Monday and

already. Don't use it again."
"No, father," with a suppressed snif-

fle.

"Haven't you got any other handker-
chiefs?"

"Yes, I suppose so."
"Suppose so; suppose you find it,

then," replied his father.
Fred started up from the table.
'Sit down," commanded his father

with an alarming emphasis on the last
word.

"Hasn't your mother, and haven't I

dampened his vest. This would neverbreak up the attack." uo ior a man coming down with th

l,ura nimmoons ana evenings with-out having them in the morning, itwill get so that the men will be obligedto stay at home to do the housework "
Mr. Lane, in mlity, was very proud
of the fact that his wife belong t

Here, with several groans, Mr. Lane

but a trifle to try it, and the result
has been worth millions to many
Buffering women.

If you want special advice writeforittoMrs.Pinkham,Lynn,Mass.
It is free and always helpful.

But you can't spend it.

grip. He hustled around and changed
even his flannels, muttering. "Mltrht

began getting out of bed. "Why, you
are not going to get up, are you?" said
his wife in astonishment. "I was just
going to get you some quinine and
hot lemonade and a mustard plaster
for your back and" tried to make you understand that you

are not to leave the table unless you

this musical club.
"Well," looking at the sink, "I seeyou haven't washed the dishes yet. Isuppose I can do them and that willhelp you out."
"Now, John, I am just getting to

them and I'd rather do them," began
Mrs. Lane, but her husband interrupt

"Good heaven, Mary! did I say that are absolutely obliged to, and then not

get down with pneumonia. Be due to
bad judgment entirely. Ought not to
have been washing wet things anyway.
Why in the world Mary would not keep
a maid. No reason."

By the time he got back in the
kitchen it was time for lunch.

"Lunch time." said Mr. Lane, tak-
ing out his watch to verify by the
clock, which proved to be one minute
slow. Out came memorandum book.
Send kitchen clock to be cleaned.

"And by Jove," as another thought

I was going to stay in bed," with n
shudder at the visions his wife's list until you have asked to be excused?"

"But," began Fred, only to be stopof remedies had conjured up, for Mr. pea by edLane had never been sick in bed a day
that he could remember. "I only said Ao talk from you. I am talking to

you. Its a POod thine I nm jmlntr tnthat I was going to take precautions so o - 0 "C"

that I wouldn't get sick in bed. It U be nme today. I did not mean that
seldom necessary to be sick abed if one yu should bolt right up from the table

and see how many handkerchiefs youuses good judgment."
had. There will be time enough afThis last was said severely, for Mrs.
ter breakfast."Lane had been sick several times in

Of course, I am going to do them. Itis a poor sort of a man who cannothelp his wife out once in a while at
housework. I rather guess I can washthose dishes."

So Mrs. Lane patiently got the dish-pa- n

for him, the dish mop, the dish
drainer, the towels, and Mr. Lano
rolled up his sleeves, turned the fau-
cets on till he got a brimming pan ofhot water with soapsuds, as tall as
they could stand, and started in. Mrs.
Lane went vigorously to work in thepantry, determined not to look.

There was spattering and snlashiii?

the course of their married life an'i inere was silence, the speakincr

struck him. "Just got the breakfast
dishes done, and now it is nearly time
to do those for lunch. Seems as if
there is a lack of system here. You
need a maid and I'm going to send one
up Monday morning."

"Why, John, I love to go my work
and I'm perfectly well."

"I guess when we can afivw

Buy "Battle axe" Shoes.
An honest man does not make him-

self a dog for the sake of a bone.
For I5ed, Itching Eyelids. Cysts, Stves,
Falling Eyelashes and All Eves That Need
Care, Iry Murine Eye Salve. Aseptic
lubes, Trial Size, 25c. Ask Your Druggist
or AVnte MurineEve Remedy Co.. Chicago.

No Joke Either.

"Yes," said a traveling man the
other night, "I was once out of sight
of land on the Atlantic Ocean twen-- '
ty-on- e days."

There was a Bmall-size- d crowd sit-
ting around. Another man spoke up.

"On the Pacific Ocean one time I
didn't see land for twenty-nin- e days,"
h said.

1

A little bald-heade- d man knocked
the aBhes from his cigar.

"I started across the Kaw River at
Topeka in a skiff once," he said, "and
was out of sight of land before I
reached the other side."

"Aw, come off," said the man who
had told the first tale. "The Kaw
isn't more than 300 feet wide at
Topeka."

"I didn't say it was," said the lit-

tle bald-heade- d man quickly. "Th
BkW turned over and I sank twice."

each illness had, according to the hea.l Kina. Mrs. Lane noured another run
of the house, been due to bad juds- - of coffee for her grippy feeling spouse.
ment. Mr. Lane's attention hnvinr hon

a- - t v.j .... .
Aa hub. nau iieai u mis remark caiiea to nis Doys. he continued tn

before, she merely said in bewilder- - look critically at them. "Those all
ment: uut I thought you were fev-- the suits the boys got?" he asked his
ensn ana ached." . wife a little later.

'Well, I guess staying in-do- will "Why, John, of course not and once or twice something dropped.
1 1 . 11.. .1, , .

have good best suits." liul luunuy ma not oreaK.
"There," said Mr. Lane, virtuouslv."I supposed they had," sarcastically,

maid all right, and all the neighbors
have one, you'll have one. It's made
me nervous as a cat to hear you walk-
ing, walking all the morning." And
out came the memorandum book. "Go
to intelligence office Monday for effic-
ient maid."

At lunch, Mr. Lane did not feel very
hungry. The nice roast pork he took
none of, but made no comment until
Mrs. Lane spoke of It. Then with a
martyr-lik- e expression, he said. "I

out 1 mean their everyday clothes after some minutes, "I bet lots of men
would sit around and not lift a finger
to help their wives out. Men. perfect

"They are plenty good enough for
the boys to play in. The boys enjoy ly well, too, but lazy."mem better," replied his wife with As he washed and washed, his ideasome spirit.

of his own virtue grew.tpim, ahem. Well, they look After half an hour, he announcediinsmy snaDDy. uut came a noto never quite knew it to fail that if 1that he had got them nearly all washedbook. Mem. Everyday suit of clothes, I did not feel quite up to the mark, butana was about to wipe them.

fix the aches all right. All those fool
things are well enough for the boys."

Mrs. Lane went down to start break-
fast. Mr. Lane dressed slowly and lay
down on a couch in the living room.

Frank and Freddy, the two boys of
the household, aged eleven and nine
years respectively, appeared on the
scene by racing down-stair- s and fall-
ing into the living room one on ton
of the other, to stop, dumbfounded, on
seeing their father on the couch. Mr.
Lane gave the 'boys a look without any
smile in it.

"B'or heaven's 'sake, is that the way
your mother has taught you to come
down stairs?"

"No, sir!" came simultaneously
from the two boys.

"Well, what on earth, then, m;ide
Why, this very couch shook!"

two uoys, ages nine and eleven, Just then, there was a terrible rack1 ve trusted to you about their et up in the boys' playroom.clothes, but I'll take time," with a What are the boys doing?" betrnnsigh, and get those children soma Mrs. Lane. Mr. Lane pricked up his

mat you had roast pork. I never ought
to eat it, with my stomach."

He 'was slowly picking up a meal
from the other dishes, when the tele-
phone rang. The call was for him.
This is what Mrs. Lane and the boys
heard:

"Oh, yes, that you, Dick?"

A Stupid Manservant.
"Chawles," he drawled to his new

manservant, as he settled himself
comfortably in his library armchair
for an after-dinne- r siesta, "you are to
waken me whenever I am thirsty,"
tossing off a (Scotch highball as he
spoke.

"But bow' shall I know, Sir, when
you are thirsty?"

suitable clothes." ears.
J use uei e, there was an audiblo

sniine. He listened.
He nodded his head.
"It sounds to nie like a flcht" ha

"Stop that, boy."
"I can't," said Fred, hopelessly
"Where's your handkerchief?"
"It's dirty."

said grimly. With his wet apron stillpinned around his waist line, he has
"We didn't know you was there,' tened upstairs to find Frank and Fred-

dy with very red faces, with fisfa
"Well, get another," said Mr. Lanecame in another chorus.

"Fine and dandy."
"Sure?" .
"You bet I would. I'll be ready right

off. Good-by- ."

"Dick's going to take over his new
horse and get him used to the Boule-
vard. We're going right off."

"But, do you think you would bet-
ter go out?" said Mrs. Lane.

"Mercy, yes, my grip is all brokenup. Staying in this moraine flx-p- timf

"Boys, come here, father isn't
well today," called their mother

clenched for another bout. First thefighters know, they were both in the
hands of Mr. Lane, which part of hisbody certainly had the "etId." tt0

from the kitchen, "you must try to ho
quiet.

"I shall be thirsty whenever I am
roused, of course," with a look of
good-nature- d pity for the new man's
stupidity. New York Times.

Comfortland.
NewStrengtli

Awaitlthcperson'whodiscovers
that a long train'of colTeeailcan
;be thrown ofTby.using'

"Father's never been home Saturday set the boys down on opposite sides ofthe room.
"I'm ashamed of you. Mv w-- a

morning" before, has he?" observed
Frank, squeaking noisily around. "It
seems like Sunday, only we ain't goiu

job. No one need really get' into bedfighting." He sat down, serious .n
'

in exasperation.
"I can't until after breakfast."
There was a giggle from Frank and

another sniffie from Fred.
"Quiet," ordered the head of the

house. "Now I will excuse you to got
a handkerchief.''

Fred went out quickly, but raced -3

two at a time.
"Fred," thundered his father, when

he reappeared. "Go back and go up
those stairs quietly and come down
quietly!"

Mr. Lane shook his head. He had
always thought that his wife couldbring the boys up all right, but per-
haps he had been too negligent of hia

11 ne uses a little judgment."
With that, Mr. Lane got ready and

to church." Here Freddy knocked
down a tin pan. There was a groan

judge. Lucky, indeed, he was home.
This was no situation for a woman to
meet successfully. The bovs WP

soon went off with his friend whnfrom the dining room. Mrs. Lane, after doing up the disheswent over to see her friend. Mrs sn
JJiu that make your head ache,

making heroic efforts not to giggle atthe sight of their father in mother'sdear? inquired Mrs. Lane sympa sions, and talk It off. Hartford rn,.apron.thetically, as s?ie put the breakfast on ant.Now," began the judee. "what. wOJthe tabic.
the matter?"Ache! It fairly jumps, but there 19 "He said George Washington was theduty.

Useful Contrivance.
Mrs. De Flat Can you show me

no use lying down in this house.
"I'm so sorry, but it i3 Saturday. I

can't let the boys out to play this

greatest man who ever lived and Abe
Lincoln is." fin place ;f CoffeeIt was not a cheerful meal, but hv anything new in folding beds?the time it was through, Mrs. Lano "He said Abe Lincoln was the erpnt. Dealer Only this, madam, and itsnowy day with their colds, I'm afraid was sure of one thins. Her hnshan.i

they will make some noise They're could not be very sick and eat such a
really is qnite a success. On arising
in the morning you touch a snrinir

est man, and I said George Washing-
ton could beat him all out, screamedthe boys.

trni tiriir I 1 CI Til i ureautast.
and it turns into a washstand and aShe went about her work serenplr ie ai a time," commanded Mr nam tuu. After your bath you touchLane.saying to herself, "Every man Is grum-

py at home sometimes." Washington went to war and

girls playing around. But it would
be nice and quiet upstairs."

"Heavens! How many times must I
tell you that I'm not sick! I'm only
looking out not to get sick."

Very inevitably, Mr. Lane sat down
and very grumblingly, ate a good

The mail man came, and Mr. Lnno right through flying bullets and Abestayed shut up in the White Ttoi.cn
took the morning paper and settled
himself comfortably in a bic chair yelled Frank.

another spring, and it becomes a
dressing case with a French plate
mirror. If you breakfast in your room
a slight pressure will transform it in-
to an extension table. After breakfast
you press these buttons at once, and
you will have an upright piano. That's
all it will do, except that when you die
It can be changed into a rosewood cof-
fin. Tit Bits.

occuia sun or nice, sitting down at

jThe comfort" andtrengtrf come
from - rebuilding-p- f new,' nerve
jells by the food elements in the
roasted ywheat luseci "in.i making
Postum. '

JAnd the 'relief "from coffee" ail?
come from the absence' of caffeine
-- tho natural drug in coffee.-- '

Ten,I daysjtriallwiirl sho ai$
one-- -; "TTcr-1--

"

!iThere's;a: Reason? Tor)

P0STUM

breakfast, having silenced the boys su liome In the daytime," he observed be-th- at

they did not dare to say a word. nignly. "We don't see so awful much
Fred's head cold was in the "snlf- - f each other, do we, Mary? if 1 afl

fly state," where a handkerchief was on'y rich as the boss now, I'd quit
needed every two minutes, where one work and spend the days with you. Do
didn't dare to use a handy coat sleeve. nll'e- - wouldn't it?"

In the act of eating with a heavy "Indeed, it would," answered Mrs.
:face a very light muffin, Mr. Lane's Lane, loyally.

; attention was caught by a grimy wad, hurry up and get through and,

"Abe was shot anyhow and Wash-ington died in bed like any common
man," retorted Fred.

"One at repeated MrLane. "How did you ever come tofight about such a thing as this?"
"Why, I showed him all aboutWashington so that anybody but a silly

tluff(Tr would know he was the greatest
man." began Frank, to be taken up br

Last year the geological survey fixed
prices on 2,598,621 acres of public coal
lands aud classified 10,857,572 acre
as non-co- al land,


